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My Grandfather 
Cyndi Sandlin, 2nd Place (Tie) 
Poetry 
My grandfather lies silently 
in his bed, 
Looking like a prisoner 
peering through the guard-rails 
on either side. 
I wonder- What is he thinking? 
His pale blue eyes are filled 
with the confusion 
which is sometimes present 
in the eyes of the very old. 
Is he remembering his past? 
Does he spend his days 
dreaming of childhood pleasures, or 
thinking of friends in the past 
who have long been gone? 
He turns his head slowly 
and looks at the clock 
with lewd anticipation. 
The slow passing of time 
is all there is to think about. 
I wonder- Does he think of death? 
He must picture death 
in the same manner that a young boy 
pictures becoming a man. 
Death must come sometime, 
but why does it have to take 
so damned long? 
